8                       CONTARINI FLEMING:

would have slept in the dim water. And I wandered
about, and the enchanted region seemed illimitable, and at
each turn more magical and more bright. Now a white
vase shining in the light, now a dim statue shadowed in*a
cool grot. I would have lingered a moment at the mossy
hermitage, but the distant bridge seemed to invite me to
new adventures

It was only three miles from the city, and belonged to
the aunt of the Baroness. I was brought hither to play.
When the women met there was much kissing, and I also
was kissed, but it gave me no pleasure, for I felt even then
that it was a form, and I early imbibed a hatred of all this
mechanical domestic love. And they sat together, and
took out their work, and talked without ceasing, chiefly
about the children. The Baroness retold all the wonderful
stories of the nurses, many of which I knew to be false.
I did not say this, but the conviction gave me, thus early, a
contempt for the chatter of women. So soon as I was
unobserved I stole away to the garden.

Even then it was ravishing to be alone; and although I
could not think, and knew not the cause of the change, I
felt serene, and the darkness of my humour seemed to leave
me, all was so new and all so beautiful. The bright
sweet flowers, and the rich shrubs, and the tall trees, and
the flitting birds, and the golden, bees, and the gay butter-
flies, and that constant and soothing hum broken only ever
and anon by a strange shrill call, and that wonderful
blending of brilliancy, and freshness, and perfume, and
warnith, that strong sense of the loveliness and vitality of
Nature which we feel amid the growing life of a fair
garden, entered into my soul, and diffused themselves over
my frame, softened my heart, and charmed my senses,

But all this was not alone the cause of my happiness;
for to me the garden was not a piece of earth belonging to
my aunt, but a fine world. I wandered about in quest of